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for there seem to be no fixed canons here ; what
one needs in art, for instance, is not that things
should be perfectly seen and accurately pre-
sented ; a picture of hard fidelity is often entirely
displeasing ; but one craves for a certain sense
of personality, of emotion, of inner truth ; some-
thing that seizes tyrannously upon the soul, and
makes one desire more of the intangible and
indescribable essence.
I always feel that the instinct for beauty is
perhaps the surest indication of some essence of
immortality in the soul; and indeed there are
moments when it gives one the sense of pre-
existence, the feeling that one has loved these
fair things in a region that is further back even
than the beginnings of consciousness. Blake,
indeed, in one of his wild half-inspired utterances,
went even further, and announced that a man's
hopes of immortality depended not upon virtuous
conduct but upon intellectual perception. And
it is hard to resist the belief, when one is brought
into the presence of perfect beauty, in whatever
form it may come, that the deep craving it
arouses is meant to receive a satisfaction more
deep and real than the act of mere contemplation
can give, I have felt in such moments as if I